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The Performance— Andreas Gripp 





Sreekanth Kopuri 


The Unfair Drafts 

The morning drafts are 
always unfair unlike 
the simple flower. 

The day is long along the 
wide avenue that sans a 
beginning and an end 
for the times pace up 
and down beyond the 
human science. 

A pastor's cry 
at the London pulpit 
will only recede 
far behind his daughter's 
clarion call among 
the rocky terrains of 
the aging guerrillas. 

Today you are lost 
somewhere at the war 
between love and weapons 
amidst the fallen pigeons to 
find the serpentine secrets 
in the womb of Eden. 
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Defiled Saturday 


—in the memory of the victims of Lumbini Park 
& Gokui Chat Bomb Blasts 

A notorious adventure 
triumphs over us, off its grip 

life gropes its 

stuttering fingers elsewhere. 

Once again a familiar panic 
spiders from a defiled Friday to 

those celebrated spots 

of a city's pride and redefines the life 

heedless to the call 

of that something called truth or love. 

Gokui and Lumbini are but 

mangled remains, dislocated hands of time 

pass an irrational legacy 

to the ends of the nation and beyond. 

Readily the television 

calls us to identify some half nude torsos 
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in the safety of 

the government morgues. 

Some earthworms in 
the cozy womb of the earth 

or cockroaches 

in the crevices of a rock 

or beetles in the 

stinking layers of a dung heap 

or even pigs 
wallowing in the slush 

would've been safer 

for their deaths have a special providence. 
We've become 

dangerously contented with our own safety. 

Feelings start to die in 

the stoic fold of our blood and 

we still go in grand processions to 

dip the lifeless idols in contaminated waters, 
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slash out blood on 

the soulless hearts of heroism 

in street rituals 

in the painful memory of a great escape 

a mutual provocation 

for another history till again somewhere 

some tiny tots 
do not return home. 


Dr. Sreekanth Kopuri is an Indian English Poet from 
Machilipatnam, India. Two books of his poetry have been 
published: The Shadows and The Void. His poems have also 
appeared in various literary Journals in India and abroad. He 
presented his research papers and recited his poetry in many 
reputed universities like Oxford University (UK), Wilkes 
University (US), John Hopkins University (US), Henrich Heine 
University (Germany), University of Caen (France), Banja Luka 
University (Bosnia and Herezegovina), University of Gdanski 
(Poland), and others. He was the recipient of the Dr. J.K. 
International Award for 2014, from India for his achievements in 
poetry. Sreekanth Kopuri is presently a professor of English and 
lives in Machilipatnam, dividing his time between teaching and 
creative writing. 
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Colin James 


The Marquis of Downshire's 
American Sojourn 

A conscientious objector on the run 
since the 1960's stopped by my place 
of deployment in Boston for his annual 
Care Package, no irony there. 

His sister, my summer host, sometimes 
doesn't hear from him for years. 

Then he just appears or she has to meet him 
in some desolate spot resembling a movie lot, 
an old factory or half deserted boatyard. 

His sister invariably gets lost and never 
locates the correct atmospheric rendezvous. 
Returning home distraught and shaken, 
she then requires several weeks to recover 
using up a portion of their ample cannabis supply. 
She informs me her brother has associates 
still surviving in the jungles of Vietnam. 

They must be quite old and battle weary by now. 
The man himself arrives displaying some scars 
beneath an olive tee shirt and thick red beard. 

I find his package hanging in the only closet 
and he gratefully departs, Epicurus demandus. 
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The Desperate Have Donated 
Their Verbless Sentences to Science 


At first you notice the moving air 
assuming the pressures of an eternal chase. 
One is in tact to the natural order 
other is. I'm sure your bobbing head. 

They all saw you leave the party early 
the choice of window a malignancy. 
Because, "There he goes now!" I heard. 

Oh you, still fabulously misunderstood. 


Colin James has a book of poems, Resisting Probability, available 
from Sagging Meniscus Press. He lives in Massachusetts. 
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M.J. luppa 


5 Dollar Milkshake 

It was a difficult decision. They sat across from each 
other, looking down at their splatter-stained menus, 
hardly breathing. A long-stemmed rose leaned between 
them, as if it were the prop that kept their voices off. A 
breeze from the door swinging open made the tight- 
lipped bud bob. A cue for them to speak to each other, 
face to face. A busboy, with a honeybee tattoo, cleared the 
two-top next to them. He smiled as he let crusty platters 
clatter into his bin. The man returned the smile. The other 
decided— what he really wanted wasn't on the menu. 


M.J. luppa 's fourth poetry collection is This Thirst (Kelsay Books, 
2017). For the past 30 years, she has lived on a small farm near 
the shores of Lake Ontario. Check out her blog: 
mjiuppa.blogspot.com for her musings on writing, sustainability 
& life's stew. 
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Josie Di Sciascio-Andrews 


On the American Side 

On the other side of the Falls 
There is a country expanding. 

Highways and cities growing south. 

Outlet malls with good deals. Postcards 

That burrow scenic streetscapes in memory's summers. 
Cities where catalpa trees blossom and travellers 

In June, with their phone cameras capture yet another pic 
Of the Niagara River crashing into rocks and mist. 

With their wild pink rose and orange blossom shirts 
Speeding star-spangled in the wind on freeways. 

Red, white and blue confederate flags waving back 
A solemn salute to history, to our red and white maple 

Leaf emblem, while on the other side she remains, America! 
Her name still burning with the idealism of democracy, 

Solid underpinning to the surreality of a newly-built wall, 

Red flag of something terribly gone wrong. 

When I saw her yesterday she was still there, 

Lady Liberty holding out a torch to the Atlantic. 

Today we lower our heads to watch the sightseers 
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Wearing yellow raincoats on board Lady of the Mist. 
What can we do there that we couldn't do 
on this side of the map? 

On the border bridge we stand, human 
Beyond political entanglements. 

We want to keep her flame alive. 

We are poets looking at her 
Like a lover looking at her. 

She is the land before the cartographers 
Dissected her with historical demarcations 

From Canada to Mexico. 

We take photos of her beauty. 

We salute her. 

The freedom in her. 

Lady luck in New York Harbour 
Beyond regressive fascisms. 

Her watchtower of freedom forever burning. 
Burning in our memories, etched in our century. 
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Josie Di Sciascio-Andrews is a poet, author, second language 
teacher and the host & coordinator of the Oakville Literary Cafe 
Series. Her new collection, Sunrise Over Lake Ontario, was 
launched this fall. Her previous poetry publications include: Sea 
Glass, The Whispers of Stones, The Red Accordion, Letters from 
the Singularity and A Jar of Fireflies. Josie's poetry has been 
shortlisted for the Malahat Review's Open Season 
Award, Descant's Winston Collins Prize, The Canada Literary 
Review, The Eden Mills Festival Literary Contest and The 
Flenry Drummond Poetry Prize. Her poetry has won first place 
in the Arborealis Anthology Contest and in Big Pond Rumours 
Literary E-Zine. One of her poems was included by Priscila Uppal 
in Another Dysfunctional Cancer Poem Anthology (2018). Josie is 
the author of two non-fiction books: Flow the Italians Created 
Canada (the contribution of Italians to the Canadian socio- 
historical landscape) and In the Name of Floe key (a closer look at 
emotional abuse in boys' sports.) Josie teaches workshops for 
the Griffin Award's Poetry in Voice. She writes and lives in 
Oakville, Ontario. 
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It's Not What It Seems— Andreas Gripp 
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Stringless— Andreas Gripp 
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Bird On A Lamppost— Andreas Gripp 
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Foursquare II— Andreas Gripp 
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Watchful— Andreas Gripp 
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Andreas Gripp 


Watchful 

—for a sculpture by Walter Allward 

In the hours after dusk, 
we deduce he plots the path 
of distant suns, waits 
longer than for Godot 
for Antares to explode, 
its cradled remnants 
to feed five fetal stars, 

or stares expectantly 

at the halved or crescent moon, 

hoping to behold 

a crater's new creation, 

amid the burst 

of meteor impact. 

At the pinnacle of noon, 
we can't surmise the subject 
of his gaze, always skyward, note 
the sun should bring his eyes 
to squint and narrow, fancy 
if he's witnessed 
every shape and sort of creature 
in the clouds. 
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wonder if he's worried 
about the big one, 
the asteroid that's due 
to smite the Earth, if the flesh 
of what he emulates 
follows the fate 
of dinosaurs, 

praying that some God 
will part his lips 
if he should spot it, 
beseech us both to kiss 
then run for cover. 
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In Late Afternoon Shadows— Andreas Gripp 
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Sorrow— Andreas Gripp 
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Sorrow 


lowers its head 
like a contrite, 

a collector of tax and interest 
at the back of the Temple of God, 
a deflowered droop in humidity, 
a humbled curve at the top of a cane, 
knowing not what the sky is doing 
but cognizant instead 
of the number of ants and crickets 
crawling beneath its chafed feet - 
one to offer its serenade to the night, 
the other soon to rest after a day 
of repetitive toil, too weary to dwell 
on what happiness could possibly be. 


—for a sculpture by Walter Allward 

Andreas Gripp lives in Stratford, Ontario, with his wife and two 
cats. He's the author of 25 books of poetry, including Selected 
Poems 2000-2020, which is forthcoming from Harmonia Press. 
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Gerard Sarnat 


Nom De Guerre 

First of many Burning Mans- 
off the bat our gear is swept 
away in a desert sandstorm 

which as its own strange trip 
tested that Burner ethos 
of Leave No Trace. 

Honoring guiding principles— 
Radical Inclusion, Gifting 
plus Communal Effort 

a beauty who could've been 
my daughter demonstrated 
Radical Self-Expression 

when she took both my son 
and me in, perhaps as her 
Civil Responsibility. 

Afterwards, passing a pipe, 

I was asked, "So what 
should we call you?" 
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Somebody's mouth suddenly 
blurted the favorite rodent 
species of long ago youth. 

Thus twenty or so years later, 
today's Coach became 
then's Hamster... 

At the age of seven, after Dad's 
lab's rhesus monkeys made 
a mess of our tiny apartment 

and his research's white rabbit 
just sat in shat-in sawdust in 
a corner of its small cage 

I was finally allowed to spend 
earnings from sweeping up 
Grandfather's drug store 

to procure Hammy—who to 
Ma's double disgruntlement 
—I gave bathtub free range. 
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Now come to think of it, 
the current irony is that 
orthopedic limitations 

confine me to home's 
lower level, where I'm 
content looking out 

picture windows onto 
the forest - and relish 
treadmilling like Hammy. 
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Septuagenarian's Shrunken Survival Skills 


Although one small adolescent, I imagined 
having all requisite flexibility, strength, 
speed plus particularly wit to weather 
storms as an individual or to make it 
through eons & eons & eons of life 
in some Darwinian genetic sense. 

Then as a young adult my model 
shifted to consider if Gerard 
(Gesundheit) Sarnat [szky] 
could/ would/ should be 
that special kind of Jew 
who might get back 

from Auschwitz 
even if such act 
required Gerry 
never really 
was too 
kind. 

But 
now I 
am on 
another 
side of 
existence 

in no way 
able to make 
it as my tribe's 
preeminent voodoo 
witchdoctor however 
much Ger'd do in the past. 

Thus this is the patriarch's 
time when his daddy is dead 
to become dependent on kindness 
of our family to tend to me as well 
as wife whom I cannot reliably attend 
to as we wind down to accepting death. 



Gerard Sarnat is a retired physician who has built and staffed 
homeless and prison clinics. He was also a Stanford professor 
and healthcare CEO. As a writer, he has won First Place in Poetry 
in the Arts Award, the Dorfman Prize, been nominated fora 
handful of recent Pushcart and Best of the Net Awards, 
published four collections and appeared in Stanford, Johns 
Hopkins, Harvard, Pomona, Brown, Columbia, Wesleyan, 
University of Chicago periodicals as well as in Gargoyle, Main 
Street Rag, American Journal Poetry, Poetry Quarterly, New 
Delta Review, Brooklyn Review, LA Review, San Francisco 
Magazine, and The New York Times. 
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David Spicer 


Songwriter 

—after Terrance Hayes. For M.B. 

A woman I've never met, one who loves the grit 
and grime of dusty highways in West Texas, writes 
she played dominoes with you one long winter 
night after your umpmillionth concert: 
your voice a tower above thousands of stoners, 
farmers, and red-headed winos. 

And I believe her, for she's a good kind of crazy, stogie 
in her mouth as she beat you at your own game. Wiser, 
you were on the road again to share your talent, stronger 
from the crowd. Time to look inward, oracle-singer, 
to scrawl some lines on your bus ride to Georgia, a song 
brewing in your mind about a cowgirl riding a tiger. 


David Spicer is a former medical journal proofreader. He has 
published poems in Santa Clara Review, Synaeresis, Chiron 
Review, Remington Review, unbroken, Third Wednesday, Yellow 
Mama, The Bookends Review, The American Poetry Review, 
Ploughshares, Gargoyle, The Midnight Boutique, and elsewhere. 
Nominated for a Best of the Net three times and a Pushcart 
once, he is author of one full-length poetry collection, Everybody 
Has a Story (St. Luke's Press) and six chapbooks, the latest of 
which is Tribe of Two (Seven CirclePress), released in September 
2019. He lives in Memphis. 
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State of Mind—Ivana Kat 
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Hypnosis— Ivana Kat 
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Trees of Despair— Ivana Kat 
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Peace With Self— Ivana Kat 
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I am Ivana Kat and I started painting about 7 months ago, as 
things in my life took a twisty turn. I find painting therapeutic. 
I am from Eastern Europe and I live in U.S. now. Each piece was a 
surprise as I never know what it will come out. 
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Holly Day 


PMS 

if you are a teenaged girl, your periods are so terrifying 
that you can make dishes fly across the room, 
can cause houses to shake, 

can cause your parents to toss and turn in bed all night, 
knowing the Devil's just outside your door. 

It's out of your control, these things 
that can eventually only be solved by a priest coming over, 
waving a handful of stinky smoking herbs at you, 
shouting some prayers, beating the Devil out. 

Whenever a house shows signs of being haunted, 
the first thing the visiting psychic asks is, 

"Is there a teenage girl in the house?" 
because teenaged girl are always the cause 
of paranormal activity with their new breasts, 
their cumbersome periods, the way they always 
make the psychic feel uncomfortable whenever 
he's alone in the room with them, 
it only makes sense. 


Holly Day's poetry has recently appeared in Asimov's Science 
Fiction, Grain, and The Tampa Review. Her newest poetry 
collections include In This Place, She Is Her Own (Vegetarian 
Alcoholic Press) and Into the Cracks (Golden Antelope Press). She 
lives in Minnesota. 
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John Grey 


Exhibit Alpha 

I was raised on the outlandish, 
the loud, the outrageous. 

I shouted down silence 
the moment I was born 
and haven't stopped since. 

My facial expressions 
leave nothing in reserve. 

Nor do my hand gestures. 

Whatever I want, 

I don't ask. I demand. 

I'm brusque. I'm brutal. 

I'm a ticking time-bomb 
that bombs more than it ticks. 

I don't believe in the credo 

that everything happens to other people. 

And I haven't had the semblance 

of cool since kindergarten 

so what am I to keep when people beg me. 

Sure I get in trouble. 

With the cops. With my folks. 

With the women who figure they can tame me. 

I've held jobs for as long as 

I could take the boss's shit 

which was never long by anyone's rights. 
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And I've been in jail. 

I've woken up in gutters. 

I've slept in alleys 

but there's been nights 

my body wrapped itself in silk. 

I'm uneducated which is okay 
because I claim to know everything 
which is all the smarts I need. 

And I'm always the center of attention, 
whether people want it that way or not. 

I'm in your face 

so how could you possibly take your eyes off me. 
I drive fast. I get into brawls. I drink heavily. 

I steal. I cheat. I own half a dozen hand guns. 

I pop every pill I can get my hands on 
and screw then screw over 
every woman within reach 
People say I'll be dead before my time. 

But how can that be 
when this is my time. 
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This Good 


Hear that riff. 

Startling. 

It's past midnight 

I'm listening to a quartet. 

It's like a train passing through 
with notes for rails. 

Guy in a striped suit, sharp hat, 
tilts his bass 
like its's suicidal, 
hanging off a sill. 

Saxophonist plays the only instrument 
I've ever seen 
that sweats. 

Guitar man plays rhythm 
in locomotive time. 

Drummer's beat hangs around 
for everything that happens 
until it's his turn 
and you can almost smell 
the pungent crash 
of stick on pigskin 
when he whip-cracks 
a wicked solo. 
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On comes a singer, 

raw and beautifully plain and untouched 
like she's from before the age of makeup. 
A song like death row 
but the bluesy voice 
of a redeeming angel. 

No one ever had it bad 
this good. 
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Dachau 


We've seen other Germanys on this trip: 
the cathedral at Cologne, 

Black Forest, castles on the Rhine, 
pieces of the wall in Berlin. 

But this is Dachau. 

A warm June day drops ten degrees 
at the gate. 

The color drains from the scenery. 

Even the grayness 

can't conceal its stripes of black and white. 

We see where people lived. 

We see where they died. 

The ovens remind me of the jaws 
of monsters. 

My body numbs. 

My feelings find nothing to their liking. 
Where is Beethoven when you need him? 

Of course, my mind 
gathers all that it can, 
figures there's so much here 
that my memory will find a use for 
in the years to come. 
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It even seasons it all with 
a sprinkle of ash 

though the ashes were swept up 
years ago. 


John Grey is an Australian poet, U.S. resident. Recently 
published in That, Dunes Review, Poetry East and North Dakota 
Quarterly with work upcoming in Haight-Ashbury Literary 
Journal, Thin Air, Dalhousie Review and failbetter. 


39 


Bull— Alexander Chubar 



40 



Leda and the Swan— Alexander Chubar 
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Alexander Chubar holds a BFA from Hunter College and a MFA 
from the Pratt Institute. His work has previously been published 
in Gone Lawn Journal, Gemini Magazine, Subprimal Poetry Art, 
The Tishman Review, The Storm Cellar, and several other pub¬ 
lications. 
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Susan Sonde 


Parable 

Somewhere, not far from here wind lashes a bard's beard. 
Breathing lags and overdoses reach their targets. 

The young there are androgynous. Priests lose themselves 
inside such flesh 

get hard to track, on overnight flights vanish. 

Repentance isn't penance so long as men engage in 
profligacy. Profligacy's youth-oriented but not youthful. 

The stone in fossil never suckled it. 

Global firestorms unlike priests are trackable but the vista 
an aftermath posits is largely bare. 

Trees grow back but bracken's faster and nature kinder 
to an aftermath than to humans. Psychiatry does its best 
to make humans whole again but thorazine's not the arms 
of a lover. Thoughts can't right themselves, walk away 
when broken or the stars uncouple from the cosmos. 

The Deity left us ballgames and their enthusiasts, the caps 
they wear but no rip cords. Rip cords flay hands and no 
emergency's worth tugging one. 

Is this a moment I'm having, thought comes unbidden 
from an overarching brain, its outlaw grin too tightly laced? 
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Too early in the foray down the brainstem to say what's yes 
what's no. Fault line might part gray matter; arterial 
column-collapse: game over. 

Should my own bulwark become the object of a sneak 
attack, cells in too much haste begin wildly to replicate, joy 
shall weep for me like a wedding cake in rain. 

Should my aging posterior encounter a nail in a crumbling 
park bench, will it happen? If the seeing-eye dog and his 
one-eyed companion (the sloth of childhood, my nightmare 
childhood), dog me, will it happen? 

If my blood stench frenzies both and both leap onto my lap 
making off with my noontime sandwich, will it? 

Objects minus their particles aren't much use. 

The subtrahend can't mend 

the crack in a sidewalk. But an agoraphobe might 

find comfort in these words, 

some meme to fetch her from her self-imposed 

apartheid. 

I'm no stranger to such disorders. My own drowned water 
as I was drinking it, penned tragedies and performed them. 
The air so oyster then brought salt to tears. I drowned 
over and over in my misgivings. My drownings 
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were public affairs, my brain an amusement park for 
doctors, my ups and downs mismanaged, anesthetized 
with pills. 

Does the sexual make you feel complicit? Then let the 
tongue out. Give it permission to weep. You're no 
accomplice, I not Latinate. 

My tongue contours into primal shapes every word I speak. 

Here's a riddle. It lacks profundity but cardinals fly through 
it, the bright red males. 

In dreams, memories are hatched, answers not given. 

This riddle voids the moon, its insight's not new: 
time served's no gong show, sentences meted out not 
parties. In hair a comb's tines do the fingers' dirty work. 

I've wandered offtrack. 

My virtues have nothing to offer, but childhood's sprawl 
is sometimes shrouded in illness, the illnesses of others. 
Whose illness are you? 

A father's wrath consumes. A mother's lack undresses 
and mirrors don't lie about your nakedness. 

You limp from darkness to darkness in your feral best; 
your crutch a gun barrel, the barracks you call home. 
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Armies lie in wait behind churches. 

Church is a word like Christ's a word: a catch-all 
for what aches. 

The ache in your stomach's not empathic. Your emotions 
weigh too much. Yet on a scale from 1-10 
you're weightless. 

So long as you're weightless the noose you stick your neck 
through won't do. 

The waves you take on your hand-painted boogie board 
shall thrust you in widening circles. 

The albatross you hail—there's no cab. 

Anorexia nervosa: what you won't eat eats you. 

Your thoughts think their whitest white's black 
and for a while your profusions go untreated. 

Causes have their emotions. 

War gave birth to someone's childhood. 

His nights set fire to the moon, 

do their black dance around the stars, then snow him in. 
His illnesses suffer others, are monumental. 

His throat's got thrush. Thrush is a bird, tiny spectra 
that feed on insects. His ships set sail in sandstorms. 
Sand's overprotective. Oceans take cover in them. 
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What baffles a man are cigarettes and traffic. 

Chain smoking's fallen out of favor. Riddles are rooms 
without access and an unsolved riddle's diabolic. 

Don't you just hate it 

when the bag you're left holding's empty? 

I'm no visionary. My bag's only paper. I keep it 
for exigencies and ruminations. Here, step inside, 
catch your breath. Rest awhile. 

Shoe leather can't tie laces, the hops in beer 

chide homo sapiens 

or stop one from hyperventilating. 

Lost is lost and most of all 
deluges plague children. 
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Untitled 


The scent is why we enter the room. We can't figure it at 
first, but it scratches at the back of our collective memory 
drawer like the rats rutting beneath the floorboards of this 
ongoing gentrification. Once, back alley abortions were 
performed here. The bedsheets bloody and lying on them 
never pat away the hurt or stilled the pulse beat. Life hung 
on the edge of a tear, the flywheel around which all other 
things whirred. 

There was no discourse 

in the ancestral cosmos, just the stars and the broth in 
which they were suspended, silent as the gleaming white 
bones of an ichthyosaurus. Stars have their avatars: 
swan-chasing paddleboats 

have none. But the pageantry of death is a given, lurching 
through time and space like an unspecified parade which 
goes on forever; no flags naming country. No citizenship 
required. 
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Strays roam the gray circuitry of the city's streets, none 
ancient. The liturgy-created nightmare of a fiery hereafter 
is. Did the Gods not leave their yolky finger prints on all its 
pages, each filled with the hasty, careless calligraphy 
written by the smoke shaved from ash? 

I'm the fire that dies in wind 

said no God ever. Desire never turned its back on the 
world. It turns this open-air market of a planet into a 
honeycomb ravaged by people, all sweetness siphoned off. 
Dissatisfaction the knife we thrust into our own hearts. 

Our tears taken to auction. What's needed is a sponge 
to absorb all our wickedness and pigeons, those reliable 
avifauna to keep vigil at our tombs. 

The earth burns with a dimming flame, sleep-drunk in 
orbit. 
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Susan Sonde is an award-winning poet and short story writer. 
Her debut collection In the Longboats with Others won the 
Capricorn Book Award and was published by New Rivers Press. 
The Arsonist, her fifth collection, was released in 2019 from Main 
Street Rag. Her sixth collection, Evenings at the Table of an 
Intoxicant, was a finalist in the New Rivers New Voices 2019 
contest. Grants and awards include, a National Endowment 
Award in poetry; grants in fiction and poetry from The Maryland 
State Arts Council; The Gordon Barber Memorial Award from 
The Poetry Society of America. Her collection, The Chalk Line, 
was a finalist in The National Poetry Series. Individual poems 
have appeared in Barrow Street, The North American Review, 
The Southern Humanities Review, The Mississippi Review, 
American Letters and Commentary, Bomb, New Letters, Southern 
Poetry Review, and many other publications. 
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Roshana Ghaedi 


porcupine cake 

is the cake I had on my first birthday, or my second, or my 
third. It was a charming, dumpy cake that had, inevitably, 
melted a little in the Tehran heat. Still I loved it, had 
pushed my chubby little face into the cake trying to press 
my cheek against its heart the way I had seen my 
grandmother do to kittens on the street. Bits of cake flew 
everywhere—onto my mother's shirt (yellow, cotton, light 
enough for the heat and lovely then, brightening her young 
face) and my father's beard (shaking in a laugh: I was young 
then-easily forgiven), and the antique Persian carpet. 
There's a photo of the moment, suitably aged and sepia, a 
perfect little tableau of childlike joy. All three of us were 
children then. I can't quite remember what the porcupine 
tasted like, only that thinking about it for too long makes 
my teeth ache. 

I'm not sure if I remember it at all, or if the photo has been 
printed into my memory, pressed gently onto the folds of 
my brain by the lacquered nails of my aunts as they remind 
me of my favourite cake. I'm not too sure of any of my 
memories from back then, except for one: an unspooling of 
fear and fascination as I watch a bottle of nail polish 
(lavender purple, flashing with flakes of silver glitter) 
shatter and seep into the linoleum floor, forming impos¬ 
sible little rivers of amethyst as it rushes away from the 
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scene of the crime. It was my favourite color, bold and 
magical on my mother's nails, a hint of something 
otherworldly against her lovely yellow shirts, always a little 
darkened from the polluted air. I'd thrown it on the 
ground, angry that the glass was obstructing my view of 
precious liquid within. Destruction was the only way I knew 
to show love. 

At every family gathering afterwards I am pushed to the 
fore, an aunt tugging gently on my curls, and quizzed about 
what I remember from my childhood. No one ever asks 
about the nail polish, though when my mother had come 
in, she'd dipped her fingers into the shimmering puddle 
and then pressed them against my cheeks, the happiest 
moment of my little life. The porcupine cake is a family 
favorite: the smile on that sepia girl's cheeks so wide it 
looks like she could eat the whole cake in a single gulp— 
the whole world, even. Kindly, they ask me about every 
aspect of the memory: do you remember the songs we 
sang to you? Do you remember the little earrings we 
bought but never put in your ears because your father, 
soft-hearted then, couldn't bear to hear your cries as we 
pierced your soft flesh? Do you remember when you 
whispered to your porcupine cake the whole night, sure 
that it was your first friend? And, their last question, asked 
quietly and fervently: we were happy then, weren't we? 
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Roshana Ghaedi is an Iranian-Canadian writer and student at 
Western University in London, Ontario. Her work has been 
published or is forthcoming in the Iconoclast Collective 
Magazine, The Anti-Languorous Project, and KINO: The Film 
Journal. She currently lives in Toronto with her two cats, Talah 
and Jigar. 
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Gentle Night—Fabrice Poussin 
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Old Safety— Fabrice Poussin 
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Loner Yet— Fabrice Poussin 
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Forgotten Yesterday— Fabrice Poussin 
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Fabrice Poussin 


Last Lines 

My dear, my oldest leafy friend, today you die; 
the mourning will be long as the funeral is worldly. 

To remember your sketches, and maps, and images, 
drawn in ink by the hand, in oils by the brush, 
or again, in pixels by the cyber creatures of tomorrow, 
will be my sacred task from here until the day of your 
rebirth. Trapped as in an old straight-jacket, 
you shall not be called madness for your sheer size. 

Partner in crime of decades, your memory will go on, 
in me, and those who yet dare to glance at your wrinkly 
lines for one loving moment, as you shy away into a death 
underserved, unearned, martyr to a century lost, 
in desperation, knowledge ephemeral, realm of trivia, 
your scream in an agony reverberating 
through the universe. 

As your pages crackle, your spine breaks, your joy vanishes, 
the sweet smell of fibers replaced by that of a musty sleep, 
an oath is made so you will not be forgotten. 

Go in peace with your kind, safe from the virtual hubbub, 
only you will know the comfort of a heavenly life. 
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Watching the Clock 


They are manic those copper hands 
waving as if to say hello to a new dawn. 

Puppets at the hand of an unseen master 
they gesticulate an ominous message. 

In need of a straitjacket, a creature in white 
chases the ticking bomb but can he see? 

The face smiles in a nighty glow; 
it seems an old black and white cartoon. 

Like in an old Dali, the image persists 
as the bystanders fade in grayish tones. 

Time giggles in an infinite mockery. 

The machine of man too will break. 

One stays behind and ponders her fate 
as she looks up to the eternal might of ages. 
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Fabrice Poussin teaches French and English at Shorter University 
in Georgia, where he is the advisor for The Chimes, an award¬ 
winning poetry and arts publication. Author of novels and 
poetry, his writing and photography have appeared in Kestrel, 
Symposium, La Pensee Universelle, Paris, The Front Porch 
Review, Synaeresis: arts + poetry, San Pedro Review, and other 
art and literature magazines in the United States and abroad. 
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Rolling Along— Andreas Gripp 
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David Salner 


For Eddy Canellos: Unknown Artist 

(Images follow the essay) 

Artists are likely to care a great deal about how and if they 
will be remembered. Surely this is the case, because their 
art is a product of loving toil, a token of the artist's 
essential humanity. But when Eddy Canellos brought a 
chubby little boy with her for a plein air session, did she 
imagine for a moment he would be the primary person to 
remember her work? 

Six Canellos canvases hang on the walls of my house, 
the little boy's house. I know of only two other paintings 
that still exist, of all those she once painted. 

Her full name was Eduarda Canellos Lynn. Eddy and 
her husband Curt came often to my family's homes in 
Baltimore and to southern Pennsylvania, when we moved 
there. They owed something to my father, who'd helped 
them escape from Austria at the close of World War II. 

The little boy who went with Eddy to the country sat 
on a blanket and watched her paint a landscape with two 
horses browsing over a green meadow. Not really green, 
for a hint of red earth shows through the grass. She was in 
her late thirties then, and he was entranced by her. 

As a woman denied everything during the war, she 
devoted great care to her appearance. During those years 
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when starvation stalked much of Europe, make-up and the 
right tint for a woman's hair could assume a great symbolic 
importance. She yearned for such things in the same way 
she yearned to apply paint to canvas. In her new world of 
plenty, the unhappiness of those years could be forgotten. 
Brushwork and color would prevail. 

While she painted, she glanced over at the boy. Her 
brilliant smile made the long hours of sitting on a blanket 
worthwhile. Her appearance had great meaning for him. 
She entered his life from a realm of experience beyond the 
familiar world of his mother, then the only other woman 
who mattered. 

Curt had been in the war. He had a patch on one eye. 
He was a doctor and drove a sports car. Drove it very fast, 
with or without depth perception. 

They were a stylish couple. She was slender and 
sophisticated and wore Capri pants. He was a psychiatrist. I 
remember hearing that he had a great deal of trouble 
becoming certified to practice medicine in the U.S. 
Restrictions against the foreign-born weighed heavily, then 
as now. 

Curt gave me a ride in his sports car, which surely 
worried my parents. I would then have been about ten and 
found it exciting. The speed, and the idea that it worried 
my parents. 
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During another visit. Curt had long closed-door talks 
with my father. Later he took a walk with me into a field of 
frozen stubble. "Now is the time when your father needs a 
friend." Under his breath he added a phrase I didn't 
understand. "Damn McCarthy." 

For several years afterward I kept a list of what I did 
each day to be a friend to my father, who seemed to have 
already passed beyond the stage of wanting a friend, if not 
needing one. Curt's efforts to enlist the little boy may not 
have made the difference he hoped for, but they were a 
kind attempt. 

Dad's career—and self-esteem—had suffered irrepar¬ 
able damage. Only later did I understand this and the role 
that hatemongers like the senator from Wisconsin have 
played in countless lives. 

For a time. Curt and Eddy were a part of our lives. 

When he died she lived on, which lovebirds are said 
not to do. But she withdrew. At least this is what my 
mother told me. Eddy lived in New York, beyond the reach 
of my family. 

At one point, some years later, I lived in New York 
also. My mother encouraged me to visit Eddy and gave me 
an address near Washington Square, long before this area 
became too expensive for a widow who sold greeting card 
verse to make a living. 
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But my mother had lost touch, so what business did I 
have ringing that doorbell, especially since my own 
schedule was so full. She would have invited me in for tea. I 
would have been enthralled by stories of her youth in 
Austria, of what she learned in the vibrant art world of 
Central Europe, a world that was soon to be destroyed; of 
Curt as a young man, handsome and brave. 

She wouldn't have aged much from the woman who 
gave me my first painting lesson. "David, never mix yellow 
and black," she'd said in her lovely accent, eyes flashing. 

I never made the short walk from the Lower East Side 
to Washington Square. My father often told me, "It's the 
things you don't do that you will regret." 

Everyone says this and it's not always true. Regret, 
real and lasting regret, stems from not properly valuing 
another human being. Sometimes we act, sometimes we 
don't, but we always regret. 

And maybe it would have done no good. The little boy 
would have rung the bell, and no one would answer. The 
bell would echo inside a nearly empty apartment, where an 
old woman sat, listening to something by Schubert, 
imagining a scene from before the war or from those brief 
years when she and Curt came to America and entered a 
world that promised everything. 


67 



The two horses on the field were red and blue, one a 
shadow of the other. From them the boy learned the 
meaning of browse, of slow movement. That painting is in 
my living room today. I also own a painting showing a 
bridge over a river that isn't wide enough to be the 
Danube. A scene of river craft moored together hangs 
across the room from it. The pale blue of the river is lit by 
the sun, which seems to shine through from below in the 
same way the earth shows through the grass that the 
horses are grazing on. 

And I am fortunate to have more paintings, one 
showing a tumult of flowers, two such tumults, one with 
green background, the other with purple, and a scene of 
children playing. The little boy is beating his drum. His 
sister sits close by, with yellow hair; along with Barry 
White, Alan Seidman, another boy, possibly Jerry Saxon; 
and a black and white dog. Alas, the little terrier didn't last 
long. 

An artist makes an investment in their craft, an 
investment of long training and great heart. The artist 
delights in what they do, but when all is said and done, a 
debt is owed to them. For a few, this debt is repaid with 
extravagance. But for so many good artists the investment 
will never be repaid. 
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It isn't enough to say the reward is in the act of 
creation. This reward may be considerable, but it's false to 
be satisfied by it. The art of all those who master their craft 
and feel deeply its relation to the world should be 
displayed for the world to see and people should be 
encouraged to value it. But we live in a world where art is 
ignored or destroyed. Destroyed, along with so much else. 
We shouldn't be satisfied by this. 

Eddy is not the only brilliant artist whose efforts 
made not the slightest ripple in the world. 

The two horses browsing, the little dog excited by the 
drum, the gray stonework of the bridge over the river. 

Perhaps she became discouraged and lost faith in the 
world around her. But I cannot help feeling that she 
painted with the conviction that who she was would be 
preserved in her brushwork. Canellos, that essential 
woman, who delighted in her own unique vision of the 
world. And that someone years later would understand 
and treasure the investment she made. 

What she would never have imagined was that this 
person would be the little boy she took with her to paint a 
landscape. 
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Untitled 1— Eddy Canellos 
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Untitled 2— Eddy Canellos 
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Untitled 3—Eddy Canellos 
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Untitled 4— Eddy Canellos 
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David Salner has worked as iron ore miner, steelworker, 
machinist, bus driver, cab driver, longshoreman, teacher, 
baseball usher, and librarian. His writing appears in recent issues 
of Threepenny Review, Ploughshares, Salmagundi, Beloit Poetry 
Journal, Nashville Review, and in many other magazines. He is 
completing a novel on the lives of the sandhog laborers who 
built the Holland Tunnel. His fourth poetry collection, The 
Stillness of Certain Valleys, is available from Broadstone Books. 
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Carrie Lee Connel 


God of Rain 

May 25, 2019 - Metro parking lot, London. 

Thor rumbles and grumbles 
as he always does, 
retelling his millennial story. 

He is the god of thunder and lightning, 
but not of rain. 

Is it a goddess that cries upon us, 

watering the earth 

that we neglect to care for? 

I sit in the car, waiting, contemplating 
the patter on the roof, 
loud as hammer on anvil. 

What has he done to make her cry? 

There you go, you say, blaming the man. 

But that's not the case; 

we make assumptions all the time. 

Turns out the god of rain is Freyr, 

whose domain includes peace and sunshine. 

A gentle, empathic man, perhaps. 

Janus-like, his cloudburst subsides 
and the sun peaks out. 

Thor rides into the distance, 

as Freyr warms my skin through the windshield. 
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Saints 


To be a woman in this world, 
one must be a saint, 
but not saintly; it's not piousness 
that helps us survive. 

We are put through our paces, 

strung up for the world to throw 

accusations at, maybe a few 

rotten tomatoes while we're in the stocks, 

societal constraints dictating our every move. 

Branded a witch, a bitch, 

cold-hearted, pitiless, 

taxing, infuriating. 

A saint gives all that she is 

and all that she has 

until there is nothing left; 

to be labelled selfish 

if you take one moment for yourself, 

and your sanity. 
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Pansies 


When you spend a morning crying, 
all you want is to sleep the day away. 

Custom dictates an afternoon coffee. 

Sitting in the sun outside the cafe, 
my only company a window box of flowers. 
Five-petalled connotations of the debonair, 
but never included in a posy 
worn by Ruskin or Rossetti. 

Bearded faces curling in 
a withering August heat, 
bowing heads in death and prayer. 

Purple, orange, lemon, and magenta 
mixed with gray-green straggling ivy, 
rusty hens and chicks, 
and yellow grass gone to seed. 

I should have saved my tears. 
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Photograph 


I snapped a picture at the event: 

A couple in matching top-knot up-dos; 
yours drawn back neater than 
your companion's messy bangs. 

I see precarious love: 
the surreptitious hand-holding, 
her arm contorted behind her chair, 
reaching, as you pivot forward 
with elbows on knees, 
one hand casually grasping 
slender fingers that, one day, 
may sport a gold ouroboros. 

Leaning your tawny head 

on her sunburned shoulders, 

bare in a revealing peasant blouse, 

you are Dionysus sipping your bottled beer. 

She is Ava Gardner in knock-off Birkenstocks. 

You close your eyes, 

her cotton skirt billowing in a dance of scarves 
across your inner projection screen. 

Absently, you raise a hand, 
a fingertip caress across the back; 
a tattoo inked again and again, unseen. 
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Easy to capture a photograph these days, 
as clandestine as your hand-holding. 

My camera though is not one held in hand; 
the photos never to be printed 
or posted on social platforms: 

An unapologetic romance 
held only in the mind. 


79 



Inevitable 


You don't believe me 
when I tell you I am dying. 

You think fifty-two is too young 
to be visited by 

the hooded nightmare harvester. 

It's inevitable. 

You think I joke when I say 
I never wanted to live past thirty. 

I look at my hands and see 
my mother's 

and her mother's 

and her mother's. 

Though I only met my great-grandmother once 
in a place she waited to die. 

But it's not these appendages 
that tell me Death draws near. 

It is something else: 
a hitch in my chest. 

You'll tell me again of your heart murmur, 
born defective, 
out of your control. 
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My heart runs along and trips 
upon each sin I wrote there 
that no amount of good deeds 
could ever erase. 


Carrie Lee Connel lives in Stratford, Ontario, with her husband 
and two cats. She has a Master of Library and Information 
Science and a BA in English Language and Literature from 
Western University. Her short stories have been published in 
Synaeresis and in the print anthologies Fterota Logia 1, Tales 
From the Realm, Volume One from Aphotic Realm, and NOPE 
Florror Quarterly from TL;DR Press. She's the author of two 
published books of poetry from Harmonia Press. 
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Ronda Wicks Eller 


The Palm Reader 

In the lines I read between 
are things that describe you 
and I know I shouldn't be here 
when your palms move traitorous lips 
to whisper a full dissertation 
on each of your blushing secrets. 

I should put on rubber gloves 

and feign ignorance. I do not choose to feel 

such insights pulling on my pebbled body 

as I ripple away, recklessly tossed 

and drowning inside your Venus Mount! 

I love and respect you, 

and want to vibrate outside of you, 

to read across your lifeline, not into it 

but when our life-stained palms 
are forged together, I dissolve 
to tiny liquid droplets, wash over you 
in waves until your heat evaporates me 
and you breathe me in — 
a prisoner in your caged lungs. 
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It is here I see that I'm like Jesus 
crucified and hanging on every wall 
and I am the thief beside him, guilty 
of stealing what should not be mine- 
forever guilty of you. 


Ronda Wicks Eller is the author of the From North to South 
series of novels available from Skywing Press. Her most recent 
books of poetry are Hoofprints on the Moon (Skywing Press) and 
Ashram of Love (River Bones Press). Field: Fiaiku and Senryu is 
forthcoming from HMS Press. She currently lives in Mitchell, 
Ontario, https://rwicksellercwg.wixsite.com/home 
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Mark J. Mitchell 


The White Room 

Fixtures become masks. Outlet's hooded eyes 
never open but facts form. Folded notes 
get swallowed by European mouths. Watch- 
like they watch you. It took you so long 
to see them. For years, old curtains dressed 
the truth in trailing cloth. Now, at last, 

you look back. These cold agents don't belong 

in your white room, judging while you dress 

and sleep. You're not sure—you think they watch 

your dreams—insert instructions through twitching eyes. 

When your machines are off, shrill piano notes 

leak from an unused telephone jack. You watch 

it all, as long as you can, but nodding off 

past three a.m., you're sure conversations bleed 
into your dreaming head. There's one, undressed 
brick in your white wall. It's safe. You need 
to know it sees you. Beyond your locked window, 
drones patrol. Ceiling fans take careful notes 
about coffee habits and what colors your eyes 
find without looking. You're certain your watch 
wants you dead. Buy new curtains for your window. 
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Cafe Scene 


A naked table lit by coffee cups— 
lipstick kissed, half-empty. Lovers left 
a half-hour ago. She'll need to pick up 
that naked spoon, licked by coffee. Cups 
can wait, she thinks, seeing bodies erupt 
in another room, wishing them joy and depth, 
a night table littered with empty cups, 
just kissed lipstick. Sweeps the tip lovers left. 


Mark J. Mitchell was born in Chicago and grew up in southern 
California. His latest poetry collection, Starting from Tu Fu, is 
forthcoming from Encircle Publications. He is very fond of 
baseball, Miles Davis, Kafka and Dante. He lives in San Francisco 
with his wife, the activist and documentarian, Joan Juster, where 
he makes his meager living pointing out pretty things. He has 
published 2 novels, 3 chapbooks and 2 full length collections of 
poetry. His work has also appeared in the anthologies Good 
Poems, American Places (Viking/Penguin), Line Drives (Southern 
Illinois University Press), Sport Literate (Aethlon Press), Plunger 
Enough (Puddinghouse Press), Retail Woes (Local Gems Press), 
and Zeus Seduces the Wicked Stepmother in the Saloon of the 
Gingerbread House (Winterhawk Press). Nominated for two 
Pushcart Prizes and a Best of the Net Award, individual poems of 
his have been published in The Comstock Review, J Journal, Blue 
Unicorn, Black Bough, Santa Barbara Review, Pearl, Lilliput 
Review, Runes, Buddhist Poetry Review, and other magazines. 
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Untitled— Pauline King Shannon 
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Untitled— Pauline King Shannon 
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Pauline King Shannon is the artist, blogger, poet, photographer, 
and author known as Pooks. Her published book is called 
Random Thoughts of an Alien Goddess. From 2011 to 2015, 
Pauline was a New School of Colour artist and has had her art in 
approximately 25 art shows, including Up With Art (2012, 2014, 
& 2015) and the Twitter Art Exhibit (Orlando, Florida / NYC, NY / 
Stanton, Norway / Avon, U.K / Canberra, AUS). She is now an 
independent artist, and is the writer of the WordPress blog: 
Pooks82 The Vault. She lives in London, Ontario. 
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Beauty & Narcissism— Andreas Gripp 
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Richard-Yves Sitoski 


No Bushel Hiding Light 
in the Suburbs of the Night 

archaeology of the house where childhood was evicted 
turns up tarps used for swaddling chisels as utensils 
and dolls of limestone that spoke with the syrinxes of crows 
there is still food in the oven petrified loaves and bone dust 
and chairs around a table that bore the weight of koans 

outside where air is still enough to ignore 

is a glade of box elders spreading like rumoured infidelity 

and there is nothing but their slow breathing 

the sound of carbon being seized and held 

clutched nervously like a moment of joy during mourning 

beyond that is a road that leads through myth 
through woods as perilous as all metaphor 
woods where photons go to die 
so close that tunes hummed for courage cower in lungs 
under foliage tight as a snake's new skin 

and at the end of the road is the city where we now sleep in parks 
selling poems in doorways seeking benevolence from dumpsters 
hunkered down between rebar and the feral dogs of our age 
but reaching shaking hands skyward to passersby who walk 
smilingly on to families they will guard with their lives 
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Ellipsis Dots in Lieu of a Life 


morning steals the comforts of night 
plunders the lesser lights 
& stuffs cricket song in a bag 

& as it pockets the mist 
slipping wind in its place 
it plots felonies 

stashing grief beneath my bed 
in a leaden chest 
heavy as my new name 


Richard-Yves Sitoski is the current Poet Laureate of Owen Sound. 
He translates colonial tongues, composes songs sweet and tragic, 
writes frictions and versus, and makes disturbing sounds with 
guitars. His first book of poetry, brownfields, appeared in 2014 and 
his second, Downmarket Oldies FM Station Blues, in 2018. His CD of 
spoken word poetry, Word Salad, came out in 2017. He was a 
finalist in the 2018 International Songwriting Contest and won the 
Owen Sound Cultural Award for emerging artist in 2015. He also 
serves on the advisory committee for the Words Aloud Festival of 
Spoken Word and Storytelling, and is a member of the Metissage 
Collective, a performance group which presents the untold and 
lesser-known history of Grey and Bruce counties in story, song and 
verse. He came within 8 years of completing a Ph.D. in Classical 
Studies, https://richardsitoski.wordpress.com 
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Katie Berger 


Flood Control 

You learn to welcome the force of every sun 
rise, red and certain 

as a football mascot. Daily the hay balers 
clog the two-lane, the only route 
to work. The wait ribbons all the way 
to Winside or winter, whichever 
happens to us first. 

The county famous for its watermelons and wounds, 
bruised dollar generals surrounded by moths 
shine brighter than lighthouses- 
you have never seen 
a lighthouse, not once blinked 
a flashlight at a red crab in a tidepool. 

I will learn the name for tidepool 
decades later. Some schoolnight midnight 
on the root cellar wall I painted 
an office park full of strangers 
whose mothers and mothers before them 
let the ocean, any ocean, fill their hands and slip 
forgotten through their fingers. Down the road 
the man-made levee, the flood control. 

It did its job in '97. 
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Percussion Section 


Football was nothing 

without maroon and white strangled 

drumsticks chewing the edges 

of snares the undersides 
of cymbals scraping hollow 
aluminum seats. 

I needed to coldest seat at the top 

so I could ping popcorn 
off the back end 
and watch it disappear 
so my white marching 
shoe or whole needy 

body wouldn't have to. 

I slept through the jersey- 
clawed touchdown 
that nearly killed 

the running back the season stayed raw and stupid 


93 



until state I ignored the failed 
hail mary to stare 

at the boys converted by burgundy 

paint and sweat. 

Floodlights crisped 
the dentist-sponsored 

scoreboard the bulbs yellowed and running late 

like newsprint I knew 

what wouldn't be on the front page: 

daughters' dirt bikes crumpled 

in creek bed roads 

made invisible by ice the same snow 

cone staining every fuzzy car floor 

threading Norfolk Avenue the summer 

favorite of babysitters who dangled 
coiled blue phone receivers above us 
and whispered for the last time 
of a Travis or Kyle. 
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In line for halftime 
concessions I hoped the dull 
apple cider FFA fundraiser 

stayed warm 
enough so I could return 

to my seat or I'd have no 

choice but to dump it all off the edge. 
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The City Called Timothy 


While in the city called Timothy, carry a $100 bill as close to 
your heart as possible. Talk to no one whose coat has a 
missing brass button or smells of rain that never fell. You 
will know so much about Timothy when you live five 
counties over from it, when you rarely enter it, when you 
live in a town with no fire department. You will spend every 
day on the verge of incineration. 

You will watch your baby teeth sink in a bottle of coke as 
the gym teacher tells you how easily sugar erodes the 
body, how easily the body forgets what destroys it. Do not 
save your teeth for the city called Timothy. Do not give 
yourself away to pay for the parking spot on the one-way 
street in front of the silent steel science museum at 
Timothy. Do not buy the fresh cut tulips. They grow in 
every yard at home. 

The town has no room for girls who would rather stare 
through a clear plastic case at dust from the moon than 
stare at the ceiling of the lunch room as they bend 
paperclips to hang white tulle and cardboard stars for 
formal. The city called Timothy will take from you whatever 
it can and give you a map of its center in return. Pop the 
corner of a white eraser into the coke bottle when the 
teacher turns his back. Save your last tooth. The town will 
teach you how to leave it, too. 
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Perfect Winter Static 


The bones in the back yard 
spine of an ancient 
tiger but probably chicken 
wings our fathers left us nowhere 
in this town to drape our own 
memories. Instead theirs accreted 
in the alleys of telemarketing or law 
firms that were once shoe stores alive 
with the cold tin gauges that scraped 
for the half sizes of their feet. 

If you let them they will burn 
an entire tank of diesel creeping 
up to the curb where a motorcycle crash 
tore an eyelid off--the night so open 
and clear its sparked ash and oil 
made the saddlebags 
the neon cowboy sign 
smell like oyster crackers. 

I try to remember 

the channels with the perfect 

winter static, the pixelated porn. 

The cable box or the whole basement 
a tangle of a thousand 
mismatched cords the satellite dish 
free of its paint and cupped 
like a floodplain to receive. 



Eris the Unimpressed 


Timothy the longing started in marching 
band the uniforms dry-cleaned to anonymity 
once a year November a district 
contest of sweat and your cummerbund 
missing or even better flapping loose 
a detached retina a victory a Snapple glass 
bottle of welcomed blindness. 

I chased you through cemeteries 
of loose change to ask you the due date 
on the French project but I knew 
it anyway memorized and traced 
like nuclear codes in every notebook. 

I needed all A's before the UFO 

invasion but for you the body swap 

was simple. One too many of us 

in a winter royalty photo names of crushes 

crunched to a mumble on busted basement 

karaoke machines the screen blue 

monochrome and wordless but I filled myself 

with words my brain a snowcone 
shedding its edges and darkening 
to purple inside. Nothing fit right. 

My band uniform smelled like a plastic hula 
skirt and had a hole at the nipple. 
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Timothy I wouldn't stop asking you 

the history of our civics 

homework until I knew the name for the dark 

space between the rings of Saturn. No one 

in the entire town could answer 

the name of the Greek goddess 

of chaos. Eris when the Oklahoma stage 

makeup hid your freckles and I didn't sleep 

for a week. Eris the whisper of triangle 

football notes flicked across English 

class. I wanted to scream 

Eris from the hill where you can see the steel 

mill's lights bleed through an entire zip code 

but Timothy that was never my question anyway. 
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We Never Went Back to the Moon 


I wore an anklet cursive of Libra so dentists 

and mall security guards could tell me astrology 

wasn't real and neither was Roswell the alien head 

pendant ringed my neck. I emptied 

gumball machines of their ancient 

Norse runes and peace signs because 

if I couldn't be an astronaut I would weigh 

myself with the world. Yet Timothy we lived 

in a country that never moved but breathed 

a new carnival or circus to fill the parking lots 

at Kohl's and Penney's. The highest points 

of this place were abandoned except 

by Timothy the ferris wheel sunset 

or the last bench of the rodeo as the controlled 

burn in Kansas fogged above us. 

When the last bull rider went home I removed 
every bracelet for you my tired aspiring gymnast 
wrists red and itching under spotlights 
brighter than nickel and tin. 
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Katie Berger holds an MFA in creative writing from the 
University of Alabama and lives in Nebraska. She is the author of 
Time Travel: Theory and Practice, and Swans, both from Dancing 
Girl Press, as well as a number of poems, stories, and essays that 
have appeared or are forthcoming in Cherry Tree, Thimble, The 
Maynard, and other publications. 
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maple leaves— Carrie Lee Connel 
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autumn— Carrie Lee Connel 
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Thoughts on the Afterlife— Andreas Gripp 
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Distance— Andreas Gripp 
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Robert Beveridge 


Meridian 

Asomatous morning 
filters, quiet, into afternoon. 

The river is no river, it is 
instead a wash, a flow, 
the twist and tumble 
of raisins in the wind 
chased by a sin-eater. 

What anhedonia is this 
that sweeps down 
from the mountain, 
presages the end of days? 

The priests, their sinners 
listless, stoned. They cast 
their minds back to sectarian 
wars, wonder why they can't 
all just get along. The tingles 
begin at the crown, work 
their way lower. Application 
of tinfoil, plastic wrap progresses 
from eccentric to dangerous. 
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Tu Ne Comprends Pas? 


Explanations circle 
like robins over this 
pitted black linoleum bar 
my shotglass your coffee 
I tell you 

this world of business 
suits and prosperity 
makes no sense in my brain 
I tell you 

you've never known 
how to tear the ground 
with your love 
I tell you 

true happiness is achieved 
with a few decent books 
and a good poem or two 
our languages 
crawl past one another 
worms seeking shelter 
from predators 


Robert Beveridge makes noise (xterminal.bandcamp.com) and 
writes poetry in Akron, Ohio. Recent and upcoming appearances 
include Collective Unrest, Cough Syrup, and Blood & Bourbon. 
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DS Maolalai 


the inpatient 

the mark 
in red chalk: 
plague-warning, 
plague. 

pass this house. 

inside lies sideways, 
sickness squatting 
like a frog 
in the guts, 
the walls 
grow thin 

and yellow with atrophy, 
plaster crumbling 
to reveal no 
stashed gold. 

and on the table 
and every surface 
bottles 

stacked like booby traps, 
clattering 

to uncareful hands. 
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DS Maolalai is a poet from Ireland and a graduate of English 
Literature from Trinity College in Dublin. His first collection, Love 
Is Breaking Plates in the Garden, was published in 2016 by 
Encircle Press, while his second, Sad Havoc Among the Birds, 
appeared in 2019 from Turas Press. His work has appeared in 
numerous periodicals including Ariadne's Thread, The Eunoia 
Review, Kerouac's Dog, and The Belleville Park Pages. He's been 
nominated for the Best of the Web and twice for The Pushcart 
Prize. 


109 




Harmonia Press 

Stratford, Ontario 

presents 


Poetry 2020 

a celebration of National Poetiy Month in the Festival City 


AG@RA 


David Stones 
JenniferWenn 
Ronda WicksEUer 
Carrie Lee Connel 
Andreas Gripp 

plus members of 

Poetry Stratford 

Saturday, Aprilll, 2020 

6:00-8:00pm 

17 Market Place. Stratford 
Free Admission! 
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Selected Poems 

2000 - 2020 

Andreas Gripp 


Coming this Spring from Harmonia Press. An all-new, 
updated edition of Selected Poems by Andreas Gripp. 
https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/harmoniapress 
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New poetry by Jennifer Wenn! A Song of Milestones is the 
author's poignant gender journey. Available from Harmonia. 
https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/harmoniapress 
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Another 


London 


poems from a city still searching for itself 


edited by Andreas Gripp & Carrie Lee Connel 


Starring 26 London Poets. Available from Harmonia Press. 
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Synaeresis current & back issues can be easily read and 
downloaded at the new Synaeresis: arts + poetry website: 


https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/synaeresis 



114 























115 





Synaeresis VIII 


ISSN 2371-6940 - -- 


Katie Berger Josie Di Sciascio-A 
Robert Beveridge Ronda Wicks Eller 
Eddy Canellos Roshana Ghaedi 
Alexander Chubar John Grey 
Carrie Lee Connel Andreas Gripp 
Holly Day M.J. luppa 


Josie Di Sciascio-Andrews Colin James 


David Salner 
Gerard Samat 


Ivana Kat Gerard Samat 

Sreekanth Kopuri Pauline King Shannon 
DS Maolalai Richard-Yves Sitoski 


Mark Mitchell 


Susan Sonde 


Fabrice Poussin David Spicer 










